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GRAVE ROBBER/ AT LAST/ 
THE STAKE HAS BEEN REMOVED 
FROM MY HEART, AND I CAN LIVE 
^AGAIN/ BLOOD/ I MUST HAVE 
^OUR BLOOD I j. 
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i MAKINGS' LIFELINE lo the 
iger. A Communist force o£ 
seized tbe key liill overlook- 
ing Hagaru-ri in the desperate Chosiu 
Reservoir fighting. The hiU had to be 
' taken. But there. were no combat forces 
available. 

Lieutenant Colonel Myers, then a major, 
rallied together clerks, cooks, and other 
service personnel, and led a makeshift 
unit of 250 men in an assault up the snow- 
covered 000-foot bill. Lacking combat 
officers and non-coms, Colonel Myers 
ranged the entire attacking front, leading 
his outnumbered forces upward in the face 
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"Pe 



lust 1 



lappen — -'it requires 
work. Our troops in Korea are doing their 
part of the job. You*re doing yours when 
you buy Bonds. Together we can hammer 
out tbe peace we're all working for." 
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Lt. Colonel 

Reginald R. Myers, usmc 

Medal of Honor 

I 



M. 



Peace is for the strong! For peace and prosperity 
save with US. Defense Bonds! 



[ WHEW/FOR A MOMENT THAT 
ALMOST GOT ME/ THE AUTOMATIC 
PLAYBACK SWITCH WAS SET / 
THOSE WERE THE SOUNDS MAR I 
,MADE WHILE SHE WAS DYING 
RECORDED ON— HEY/ 
MINUTE/ 



IF I COULD GET RIO OF THAT 
CORPSE, NOBODY, WOULD EVEN 
KNOW SHE'S DEAD /AT THE SAME 
TIME I COULD SELL THAT WON- 
DERFULLY REALISTIC RECORD OF 
HER DEATH- SOUNDS TO TH 




FANTASTIC, REX / THAT'S SO 
REALISTIC IT GIVES ME THE 
CREEPS/ IT'S JUST WHAT WE 
NEED/ IF YOU CAN KEEP GIVING US 
THIS KIND OF REALISM IN SOUND 
EFFECTS, VORSE, YOU'LL DO BIG 
BUSINESS WITH THIS NETWORK 



eeEeyaaah/^ 

W *WWK/ HE |_p, 
L STRANGLING/ 



/'biggest check yet/ now i 
/afford to buy some new.moderl 
f equipment, hire better actors. th 
. is the beginning of bigger and 
^better things for rex vorse 




I'LL DRIVE THIS STARE THROUGH THE 
HEART OF HER CORPSE, LIKE THEY USED TO 
DO TO VAMPIRES AND WEREWOLVES AND 
WITCHES/ THAT'LL STOP HER FROM 
COMING FROM BEYOND THE VALE 
TORMENT ME/ 




I A STRANGE TALE OF HORROR 13 TOLD IN THE BALKAN 
AREA OF EUROPE. IN 1893, A BARON OF ONE OF THESE 
COUNTRIES WAS KNOWN THROUGHOUT HIS DOMAIN AS AN 
UNMERCIFUL HUNTER. HIS PRIME OCCUPATION WAS 
HUNTING AND KILLINS ANIMALS IN HIS HUGE BLACK 
FORESTS. ONE DAY THE BARON AND TWO FRIENDS SAT 
I HIS HUNTING LODGE IN THE HEART OF THE FOREST. . . 




7fcf TWO MEN LEFT THE BARON' AND HEADED 
IN OPPOSITE ORECtlONS / SOON AFTER, A 
TERRIFYING SCR EAM ECHOED T HROUGH THE 
FOREST . 




Soon they reaches a small clearing. 



The fear of death that 
the baron felt had come 
true/ the animals he'd 
so unmercifully hunted 
and slain, had turned and 
set upon him/ they be- 
came the hunters and 
the baron became the 
hunted/ the sight of 
the baron's mounted 
head on the wall sur- 
rounded by his victims, 
was enough cause for the 
people of the land to have 
the mysterious forest de- 
stroyed/ the storycf this 
eerie adventure remains 
an unexplained mystery in 
the annals of the 
supernatural/ i eho j 
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*T RUSHED UP THE STAIRWAY, PICKING UP A 
LOOSE ROCK FOR A WEAPON AS T RAN / 
WHEN I REACHED THE TOP ..." 



W ALL THROUGH THE V 
CENTURIES, MY FAMILY ■ 
MAS BEEN DEDICATED TO ■ 
GUARDING THIS TOWER... 
TO PREVENTING THE ^ 

DEMONS FROM COMING ^ 
BACK INTO THE WORLD 
AGAIN / TONIGHT, I HEARD 
NOISES AT THE TOP OF 
THE TOWER, AND RUSHED 
^^_ UP THERE. 

I 

'THE FRYKONS HAD. ..FROM TIME IMMEMORIAL... 
ALWAYS BEEN THE LEADERS OF THE BLACK CULT, 
AND HERE WAS ONE OF THEM, BRINGING WE 
DEMONS BACK INT O THE WORLD. I HAD T9 

swmw.. ." LI :»-„„„,' 





The fateful search began., 
the search against horror- . 
but it was useless / no 
sign of marco frykon was 
found, and at last . 



After joe whitman had returned 
to the tower, carlton scott and 
the caretaker separated to 
continue the search. long minutes 
passed, and then a scream of amvo- 
shattering terror filled the air.. 
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(StBooture of edl 

ETTA HARDT. I 
My Commission f 



On THE BARREN SHORES OF NORTH AMERICA THERE IS 
A SHALL WHALING VILLAGE THAT WAS THE SCENE OF AH 
ALMOST INCREDIBLE TALE OF THE SUPERNATURAL/ THE 
STORY*- STARTED WHEN TWO MEN ABOARD A WHALING 
BOAT ON THE ATLANTIC OCEAN HAD AN ARGUMENT THAT 
LED TO A BATTLE WHICH TOOK THE LIFE OF ONE MAN 




Snatching 
a harpoon 

FROM THE 

WALL . THE 
CAPTAIN 
LUNGED AT 
THE CHOSTLY 
FIGURE IN 
FRONT OF HIM. 
A BATTLE 
ENSUED AND 
THE HARPOON 
WAS WRESTED 
FROM THE 
CAPTAIN ~S 
HANDS / 
THEN... 



The impaled boot 

of the captain 
slumped to the 
floor, his dead 
eyes open in a 
horrible stare, 
the figure of 
peterson myster- 
iously vanished 
into thin air. the 
authorities were 
ba ffled and 
found no explana- 
for the death, 
the weird 
curses op the seas 
claimed another 

VICTIM. 

THE END 



WORLD OF GLASS! 



Bill Cranford was just married. He'd. just left 

the wedding ceremony. A very unusual wedding 
ceremony. The groom looked unhappy. The bride 
looked unhappy. And the guests were the most per- 
plexed people on earth. The reason was simple. 
Frighteningly simple. Bill would permit no mirrors 
in the hall. No glass of any kind. No reflectors. 
Yet this was only 'consistent with Bill's queer be- 
havior for weeks preoeeding the marriagS. People 
had warned Joan that Bill was mad. What else 
would YOU call a man who insisted on sitting in 
dark corners where there were no mirrors or re- 
flectors of any kind? Who refused glass tumblers 
or highly polished eating utensils? Who wouldn't 
drive with windows of any kind in his. car . . . no 
rear vision mirror, no windshield, no gleaming 
metal of any sort! As the bridal couple stepped in- 
to Bill's absurb-looking automobile, people knew 
that they were hoping -in vain that Bill's peculiar- 
ity would vanish. As he drove ..off, one hand in 
front of his face to ward off any sudden reflections, 
they clucked their tongues in sympathy for poor 
Joan. Marriage vows cannot cure insanity! Joan 
had married a madman! 

So it seemed as the couple drove along. Bill 
couldn't see what was- behind him, so he almost 
got into an accident. When Joan flashed a compact 
mirror, he struck it angrily from her hand. When 
they arrived at the house— the house Bill had spe- 
cially constructed for their married life— Jane was 
at her wit's end! 

"There isn't one window, one glass, one reflect- 
ing surface in the whole house!" she cried. "I can't 
go on like tins, Bill! Something is horribly wrong 
with you! This obsession with mirrors and glass 
. . what IS it?!" 

Bill stared at the strange- looking, box-like, 
wooden-panelled building and sighed. He nodded 
desperately. "You think I'm mad, too," he mur- 
mured. "I cant blame you. Sometimes I think I 
am, myself. But then, you don't know the terrible 



jam I'm in. I can't help myself. If I told you some- 
thing, would you swear you'll never tell anybody 
else about it? They'd think I'm mad and they'd 

lock me up!" Joan nodded her head and swore that 
if Bill told her what bothered him, nobody else 
would know. Nobody! So Bill lit a cigarette and 
began speaking, grim little lights dancing in his 
eyes. "Perhaps nobody noticed a series of strange 
accidents and death's a few months ago. A man in 
Spokane was found dead in front of his shaving 
mirror. Cut to pieces by glass, his mirror shattered. 
A woman m Miami was similarly killed, in front 
of a full-length mirror, while dressing. Maria. 
Lopez, the movie queen, was^ killed when her glass 
ceiling tumbled down her lush boudoir. There were 
dozens of such cases, but nobody connected these 
deaths till one day, while I was dressing, I became 
aware that I was doing one thing while my image 
in the mirror was doing another! Soon my image 
began to talk to me, Sneeringly, ironically. . I 
thought my mind and my eyes were playing tricks 
on me, when a creature just like myself— but made 
entirely of GLASS— stepped out of the mirror, and 
took a seat ,ust behind me. 1 stared at the mirror 
with horror. I could no longer see myself! My 
image had vanished! But not quite. He was sitting 
in a chair, talking to me and explaining that human 
beings have but one image— and that image has a 
life— an existence of its own! What did my image 
want of me? Simply this. Since I was "a leading 
technical expert on glass, more specifically, the 
hardening of g W mt0 PLATE GLASS of incal- 
culable strength, he wanted me to follow him 
TJIIUJLk;i! i!,c microi and into the glass world to 
turn over my formulas to the GLASS PEOPLE! 
Since man was on the brink of atomic war and 
millions might die, the glass IMAGES of these' 
unfortunates would necessarily die with thern! The 
only way, iherefore, these glass images could pro- 
tect themselves was by marching forward into our 
world to conquer it— and for this they needed non- 
shatterablc bodies. Bodies impervious to bullets and 
blows! I listened to my glass alter ego in horror. 



Then. I -piclted up a chair, and before my image 
could stqp me, I shattered him into bits with, one 
Mow. The image disintegrated in a shower of glass 
splinters. Suddenly, a swarm of glass images, all 
resembling human beings, leaped out of my glass 
mirror and laid hold of me. I was stunned; first 
■with shock, then with the viciousness of their 
blows. As 1 sank into unconsciousness, I felt myself 
being dragged through the mirjor! When I came 
to, I was in the presence of a hoard of vicious men 
who threatened me with death unless I surrendered 
my glass-hardening formulas to them. I stared 
around me in astonishment! These were glass men, 
living in glass houses, glass streets, driving glass 
vehicles — a rivilizatidfc exactly like ours, except 
that everything was a reflection made of glass. They 
had' glass hearts and their thinking was viciously 
transparent, too! To make my long story short, 1 
tricked them into thinking I was preparing some- 
thing in their laboratory . . , a chemical bath which 
would harden their glass bodies... I stepped aside, 
and the more eager of the glass people dashed into 
the bath and were cracked to death in the hot 
liquid. Then I put up a whale of a battle, smash- 
ing the glass cohorts who sought to capture me. 1 
seized hold of their dictator and threatened to kill 
him unless he allowed me to return to my world, 
and never to capture any other glass expert to do 
their horrible bidding. The tyrant gave In, but 
warned me that sooner or later they would reclaim 
me the second I looked at myself in a mirror again, , 
since my own image was dead. That's what ex- 
plainel the mysterious deaths around the country! 
When an image accidentally perished in the glass 
world, its human counterpart died the second it 
confronted a reflecting surface! This was to be my 
fate! 



i J too, ■ 



luld look into 



a mirror but instead of dying, like the others, I 
would be recaptured! I got through the mirror, 
smashed what was left of it, holding my hand over 
my eyes, not to see my image, and ever since then 
I've been avoiding glass, mirrors, chrome . . . any- 
thing that would give back my image and deliver 
me into the hands of the glass world i" 

BiH paused breathlessly and turned, pleading, to 
his bride of one hour. He took her hands in his. 
"Can't you see the terrifying spot I'm in, Joan?! I 
can t look into a mirror or a window, not because 
I'm crazy, but because if I don't avoid reflecting 
Surfaces, I will become the captive of the glass 
world! I wiil be forced to do their evil bidding! 
They wili march out of every mirror and window 
in the world and try to conquer it! Maybe we can 
defeat them, but think of the bloodbath the world 
would have to endure in order to destroy these 
glass hordes! 1" 

With a shudder, Joan removed her hands from 
his clasp. "Y-You ARE mad!" she whispered. 
"Mad as any lunatic in the insane asylum! Your 
work with glass has twisted youi brain! They 
warned me against you! Everybody did! But I' 
didn't listen!" With a choked sob she ran out "of 
the room. Bill stared after her. "So SHE, too, 
thinks I'M crazy!" he said to himself. "They all 
think I'm crazy. My housekeeper, my valet, my 
friends, my employers. Nobody believes my story! 
They'll put me in a lunatic asylum! In a padded 
ce — " Here Bill stopped. A look of wonder crepe 
into his eyes. That was IT! He covered his eyes 
carefully and staggered into the street and down 
the road like a blind man. When the police found 
Bill Cranford, Bill- was smiling like an idiot. No- 
body but Bill knew why he smiled. At least, there 
is no MIRROR in a padded cell! 




In THE MONTMARTRE SECTION OF 
PARIS" THAT SHADOWY AREA WHERE 
UNEARTHLY THINGS CAM HAPPEN— 
THE MOST MONSTROUS EVENT IN 
YEARS WAS THE UNHOLY PACT 
THAT MOMUS. THE DWARFED PAINTER, 
ENTERED INTO WITH A, BLOOD - 

'STING VAMPIRE... IT ALL BEGAN 
WHEN MOMUS FELL MADLY IN LOVE 
WITH ROSETTA, A BEAUTIFUL 
BALLERINA WHOSE PORTRAIT HE 
HAD PAINTED. BUT ROSETTA 
MOCKED HIS ARDENT ADVANCES. . . 
AND JUST WHEN THE ENRASED 
YAS ABOUT TO KILL NCR, 
■ LOVER HENRI CHANCED TO 
ARRIVE 




LATER, WHEN ROSETTA HAD 
LEFT HER GARRET ROOM TO 
REHEARSE AT THE BALLET 
THEATER . . . 
^IT'S BEAUTIFUL... THE FINEST 




t&OMJS BURIED THE 
BOD? OF ROSETTA 
IN TIC SAME HOLE 
FROM WHICH THE 
HORRIBLE MMPIRE 
HAD EMER()£g. 




ALLOW ME TO INTRODUCE 
MYSELF. I AM HENS! DUPONT, 
DANCE DIRECTOR OF THE 
^- BALLET THEATER / 




Fearful of the true meaning of that 

horror portrai t, hen ri phoned rosetta's 

PARENTS . 





JM&M0//LE, A TERR/SIT TRANS-i 

'/WMir/oAf has come over 

ALPHONSINE IN HER GARRET 
ROOM/ 



}&£##/ FOiiohFi? me flXSHT 

THE VAMPIRE TO THE MORT- 
MARTRE CEMETERY, ANO . ■ . 



QUICKLY, MOMUS/ YOU MUST 
BRING NEW VICTIMS/ 1 DARE NOT 
ROAM THE STREETS MYSELF 




Henri's guess was fight/ the 
frantic vampire swooped into the 
theater in 'search of nomus f 




The VAMPIRE OF PARIS NOW 
LIES BURIED IN AN UNMARKED 
GRAVE. ROSETTA'S CORPSE 
WAS RECOVERED FROM THE 
VAULT IN THE MONTMARTRE 
CEMETERY AND BURIED IN 
CONSECRATED, GROUND. AND 
IF YOU SHOULD ENTER THE 
BALLET THEATER IN PARIS 
■TODAY, YOU WILL SEE THE 
VERY PORTRAIT ORIGINALLY 
PAINTED BY MOMUS', OF THE 
BEAUTIFUL ROSETTA 
MORLAYt 





A MONTH 
AS ATTORNEY FOR THI 
SHERMAN ESTATE 
PAYING YOUR BILL.8RETT, 
BUT ONLY ON THE SAY- 
FRIENO 
JOYCE 




It meant plenty to jim Brett/ 

TOO MUCH a 

CAB HIMSELF AND HURRIED 
HOME TO HIS APARTMENT/. THERE 
BEHIND THE LOCKED DOOR OF HIS 
STUDY, BRET T BEGAN WITH THE 
VOODOO. . .] THAT MEANS JOYCE l" '" 
.FTER THE NEW CIVIC OPERA 
0U5E--THE JOB THEY PROMfSEDl 





Yes IT WAS JINXEO WITH THE VOODOO 
HOODOO THAT JAMES BRETT WISHED Oft 
OTHERS AND BROUGHT UPON HIMSELF 
WHEN HE WAS BURIED ALIVE '.IKE HIS 
IMAGE. ..STILL IT COULD HAVE ALL BEEN 

CHANCE--OR COULD IT? 

TWE END ' 



THETMAILEDTHIS COUPON 

L T7I and look what I did for them 
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&£> MAIL THE COUPON BELOW AND 

I'll Prove I Can Make 
YOU a New Man! 



My Secret Method Has Done Wonders For 

Thousands— Here's What I'll PROVE 

It Can Do For YOU— tit Just 15 Minutes A Day! 

? MAIL the coupon bela™. body - wntcli it increase 
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DRAW INSTANTLY S«S 

NO EXPERIENCE, NO TALENT, NO LESSONS, NO SKILL NEEDED! 

THIS A MAZING INVENTION MAKES IT EASY FOR ANYONE TO DRAW INSTANTLYI 





WIN POPULARITY! BE ADMIRED! 
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MONET BACK GUARANTEE. 
10 DAT FREE TRIAL. 



MASTER ART HELPER COMPANY 
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j 10 DAY FREE TRIAL ! MAIL COUPON NOW! 
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